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Subject: PSYC 228: Introduction to Statistics

From: Dr. Harrison

To: Spring Session 2A

 

Welcome to Introduction to Statistics!

A class chatroom has been set up within Parkland’s internal chat system.

Class Code: PSYC228SS2A

Log-in: Student ID and universal password

 

Once you have logged in, ensure you download the syllabus and all of the coursework documentation. Starting May 5th, there will be a live video lecture held every Thursday evening from 5 p.m. until 8 p.m. These lectures are crucial to your success.

As noted in the syllabus, each student has been matched with a partner. Connect with your partner as soon as possible to get a head start on your joint project. How you do this is up to you, as long as you stay within the guidelines of the syllabus. Each student shall submit an individual paper on the topic and research completed as a team.

My office hours are Tuesdays and Thursdays from 11 a.m. to 1 p.m.

Please do not hesitate to email me or to schedule an appointment should you require any assistance. While an appointment is not necessary, it does guarantee that I will have allotted time to speak with you; however, I do have an open-door policy during these hours. This will be an intensive six weeks, so it’s better to ask for help early on rather than waiting until the end. All coursework is due before the final on June 23rd.

 

Cheers,

Dr. Harrison
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May

 

Harrison’s email sits open on my laptop, a reminder that I don’t have a summer vacation like my friends. Kensi, Andie, and Lucas left this morning for Vancouver Island. Kensi is dragging them along on her annual summer vacation with her “parental units” as she calls them. The apartment is eerily quiet without her blaring music and boisterous personality.

While I have only been roommates with her for a semester, I’ve already forgotten what it’s like to live alone. Kensi’s presence is so big, the apartment feels colder without her, empty. All of the usual Kensi signs are missing. The shoes sprawling across the floor into the living room. The jacket on the back of the kitchen chair, rather than hanging in the closet by the front door. The books, tablet, laptop, and whatever other device she’s using spread out on the coffee table. Everything is gone.

I almost wish she would have left her mess. I’m obsessively neat compared to her, which makes the apartment feel even emptier, lonelier. Something I never felt until I met my circle of friends. I used to like being alone, it meant no one letting you down. Now I like having people in my life, because I can count on them.

Thankfully, between this spring course, my weekly meetings with Ms. Waters, and spending every weekend in Hinton with Grace and Caterina, I shouldn’t have too much time to feel the sting of my loneliness.

Sitting cross-legged on the couch, I rest my laptop on my thighs and set about getting myself organized. I create a new folder for all the class material I will undoubtedly have to download before opening my browser. I’ve never made use of the university’s chat application before, so I bookmark it before logging in.

The layout is straightforward. All of Harrison’s uploads are listed at the top. I download the syllabus and the rest of the coursework, transferring everything into the folder on my desktop.

Double-clicking the syllabus, I scroll through the typical course description, assignments, test dates, and so on, until I find the partner list he referenced in his email. Scanning through I locate my partner.

CTJ2176.

Searching the list on the right-hand side of the chatroom, I find the ID and click on it to open a new message window. Class starts Monday and Harrison wasn’t lying when he said the coursework is intensive. Thankfully, I took an advanced statistics course in high school. Most of this looks like it’s utilizing the same principles with a psychological focus. Pretty straightforward.

Before I can type out my message, my phone dings with a text from Kensi.

 

Kensi: Andie and Lucas are disgusting me. Save me.

Me: Lol. Why?

Kensi: I don’t want to relive it, it’s bad enough I’m going to suffer from nightmares for months after this vacation. I might even need therapy. What’re you up to?

Me: Sorting out class stuff.

Kensi: Don’t be a total hermit while we’re gone. Socialize, go out, maybe actually go on a date for once.

Me: Don’t worry, I plan on running a brothel while you’re gone.

Kensi: That’s my girl.

 

Fresh guilt fills me as I send back a smiley face. She means well when she harasses me about my non-dating life, and I know things would be different if she understood my situation, but she can’t know. None of my friends can because I’m forced to hide that part of my life. I’m forced to hide part of me.

With a sigh, I toss my phone aside. It lands on the pile of envelopes holding more past due notices than anyone my age should have. Glaring at them, I throw a pillow on top of them and return to the task at hand, my fingers trembling a little as I type out the message. That pile is a constant reminder that what I’m doing here is necessary, but the anxiety seeing those bright red stamps creates is uncontrollable.

 

BNA3668: Hi, I’m your assigned partner for the project. I just wanted to connect with you and coordinate our schedules. I would prefer to complete this work online rather than face-to-face, if that’s agreeable.

 

The circle next to the ID turns green, three little dots appearing as they type out their response. I like the fact that I don’t know who the person is. Maybe it’s the fresh reminder of how much I keep from my friends, but the realization that I don’t need to hide from whomever is on the other end of this chat the way I need to keep parts of myself secret from my friends is liberating. It’s not a matter of choice with my social circle, but here I’m unrestricted.

There is no face to the seven-digit user name. No face to fill with judgement or pity if I’m honest about my life. My true life, not the life I pretend to live.

 

CTJ2176: I’m free any time after 11 a.m. Monday through Saturday starting next week. Sundays, I’m free all day.

BNA3668: The syllabus recommends we set aside four hours a week. I’m free anytime during the week. I’ve downloaded the app onto my cell, so if we need to connect over the weekend I can, but during the week is better for me.

CTJ2176: Just let me know when and I will make it work.

 

The circle changes to red indicating my partner has logged off.

Closing my laptop, I grab my empty laundry basket and head to the basement. The laundry room is kind of creepy; solid stone walls, no windows, and only two lights, making it dark. Thankfully, since each floor has an assigned day, I’ve never run into anyone in here.

I clear my clothes out of the dryer, leaning against it when my phone chimes. Kensi and Andie’s smiling faces fill the screen. I wish that I could have gone with them, but even if I wasn’t taking a spring course, leaving for a month and a half isn’t something that is possible in my life.

Back in my apartment, I stuff my clean clothes into the waiting duffel bag, calling Grace as I gather my toothbrush and other necessities from the bathroom. Once they’re all in my bag, I shut all the lights off, grab my computer, and prop myself against the wall as I shove my feet into my shoes.

“Hi, sis. I’m just leaving the apartment; I will see you and Cat in forty-five minutes.” I grab my purse from the closet, digging to the bottom in search of my keys.

“Sounds good. Cat’s been a little under the weather today, so can you please pick up a few things on your way over?” Grace sounds tired today. Frowning, I push aside the crushing guilt I usually feel when she’s overwhelmed. Guilt is a feeling I’m familiar with. I experience it with Grace and Cat, and I experience it with my friends. It’s inescapable.

“Of course. Just text me a list.”

Hanging up, I exit my apartment and lock the door. As I hit the bottom floor, Carter walks in with his usual cocky swagger. My eyes dart to the floor, my heart stuttering before taking off at a thunderous pace as it shoots up into my throat, taking away my ability to speak.

I thought time would lessen his effect on me, but I haven’t been that lucky. Every moment I spend with him, or near him, intensifies my attraction. An attraction that cuts so deeply that if I wasn’t self-destructive and pathetic, I would find a way to shut off the feelings. But there is no off-switch for feelings. We can restrain ourselves from giving in to feelings, our choices always within our power, but that does not mean the feelings ever disappear. And in the case of Carter Jacobs, they just keep kicking me in the heart.

“Hey, Nella. Where are you headed?” His voice caresses me, it’s deep tone soft as he holds the door open. I move to step through, but he stands in the doorway blocking my path. His soft cologne sends me into a flashback reel of every moment we’ve spent together. It’s so pathetic.

Lifting my gaze, I focus on anywhere but his eyes, because whenever I consider the gorgeous blue depths I feel a debilitating mixture of anger, sadness, and longing. “I’m going to my sister’s place.”

“Huh. I didn’t know you had a sister.” He pauses, I can feel him staring at me waiting for eye contact. He moves out of my way when I continue to look at him indirectly. “Well, have a good weekend.”

“You too.” Slipping past him, pressing into the doorframe so I don’t touch him, I walk to my car with my head held high. The urge to run is strong, but I’m not one to flee from my problems.

Although, I don’t typically face them head on either. I whittle away, silently, until they’re gone. My silence is one of the reasons Ms. Waters thinks I struggle with anxiety, but it’s better than reaching out for help and being let down. Again.
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I let myself into Grace’s apartment, the tiny entrance barely able to fit me, my overnight bag, and all the things I picked up for her and Cat. Kicking off my shoes, I nudge them under the shoe rack and step around the corner into the living room. “Sorry it took me so long. I stopped at the bank.”

Grace walks in from the kitchen with Caterina on her hip, smiling. “No problem.”

I drop the bags onto the floor, holding my arms open. “Hi, baby girl! Come to Momma.”

Cat leans away from Grace, her arms open, as she gives me the biggest smile. Grace hands me Caterina and starts collecting the bags. I hold my baby close to my chest, inhaling her sweet scent as I press kisses to her cheeks.

At fourteen months, she’s trying to talk a little more and, much to Grace’s dismay, walking. Her auburn hair is the same shade as my natural color, but her blue eyes are an exact match to her father’s. They pierce my heart a little every time she looks at me.

Holding her in my arms feels like coming home. I sit down in the rocking chair next to the couch and cradle her to me until she starts wiggling to be free. “Dow, dow.”

Setting her on her feet, I smile tiredly at Grace when she rejoins me from putting away the groceries.

“What’s wrong, Nell?”

“I ran into Carter on my way out of the apartment.”

Her lips purse sympathetically. While my friends all suspect my crush on Carter, Grace is the only person who knows the extent of my feelings and the reason why I can’t allow myself to be involved with him.

Shrugging it off, I slide to the floor and pick up one of the giant Legos I bought for Caterina last weekend. It was a splurge, but they were on sale and I get tired of resisting buying her things because of my bank account. One day the debit machine will just start laughing at me.

“She looks like she’s feeling okay.”

Grace lets me change the subject. I know she won’t be so easy on me tonight, after Cat’s in bed.

“Yeah, she just didn’t sleep well last night so she’s been a little off all day. When you called she was in the middle of a nap. She’s much happier now.”

Remembering the envelope of cash in my pocket, I dig it out and hand it over to her. “Here, sorry it’s late. Marshall didn’t transfer it to me until this morning.”

She counts the money, frowning when she finds an extra five hundred bucks. “Nella, what is this? You should use it to pay some of your bills.”

“Grace, you moved here to be a full-time nanny to my daughter. You can barely afford rent and groceries, let alone anything for yourself. It’s the least I can do considering you’re my co-parent. You’ve made it possible for me to go to university. I will never, ever be able to repay you for this.”

She drops to the ground next to me, enfolding me in her arms. This is how it’s always been, the two of us. Our parents weren’t bad, per se, just indifferent. Neither of us has much of a relationship with them.

Grace is six years older than me and always ensured I was looked after. After I moved out of my parents’ house, prior to finding out I was pregnant, they sold everything and moved south to Palm Springs. Grace is my savior, my confidant, my best friend.

“Sweetheart, you will always have my support. No matter what. And we’re getting by. It won’t always be like this, one day everything won’t seem so hard. Besides, you only have two more years and then you and Caterina can go anywhere you like. I may tag along, though.”

“I am still figuring out what I want to do. I just want to make a decent living and not hate my job. And you know I will always want you close by. You could stay on as Caterina’s nanny, or I could finally repay you and provide you with a place while you figure out what you want.”

Grace doesn’t want to go to college, she travelled a bit after high school, working odd jobs to pay for her needs before coming home and trying to find her niche. We look over to where Caterina sits quietly before us, playing with her blocks. She’s been an easy child since the day she was born, a blessing from a one-night stand that broke my heart.

“That sounds perfect. And I love looking after Cat. There is nothing else I would rather be doing. You know I never could find anything that kept my attention. I don’t know what I’m going to do with myself once she goes to school.”

I don’t stop watching Cat. She’s growing so quickly, and I miss so much, but I try to remind myself that it’s because I’m trying to ensure she has a good and secure life. A life that will lead to our bills being paid off and a steady income that we can survive on.

Where would we be if I didn’t have Grace? Probably in some low-income apartment infested with bed bugs, listening to our neighbors scream at each other, while I found some cheap daycare to provide sketchy care for Cat when I’m working some low-paying shit job that won’t get us anywhere.

Knowing this doesn’t make our current situation any easier. “I hate being away from her so much.”

Grace looks at me empathetically and nods. “I know. You’re doing the best you can under the circumstances. She knows you love her.”

We chat about everything while playing with Caterina until she falls asleep mid-play. Picking her up, I hold her close as I carry her to her room and settle her into her crib. I run my fingertips over her hair, watching her sleep. As she gets older she looks more and more like her father. A blessing, and a curse.

All throughout high school I was in love with him. The quarterback of the football team, he commanded attention everywhere he went. And he was always so kind to me, at least until he left me alone in an unfamiliar bedroom after a drunken night together. When I awoke the next morning, I was alone and my heart was broken.

The sound of multiple people talking in the hallway wakes me from a deep sleep. My head is fuzzy, courtesy of the never-ending flow of liquor the night before. Clenching my eyes shut, I remember blue eyes looking at me in want.

I remember stumbling up the stairs with full lips devouring mine. Falling onto this bed. And—my eyes pop open as I sit up, grateful that my head doesn’t spin with the movement. The bed is empty, the room empty.

Not even a note. Not even an acknowledgment of what happened. No “Hey, thanks for the fun night of creative sex,” and it was creative.

Tears fill my eyes as I clutch the sheet tighter to my naked body. I never thought that he—that the boy I had spent so many years crushing on and who seemed to care about me—would leave me alone the morning after I gave him my virginity.

A month later I discovered I was pregnant. When I was told he wanted nothing to do with his child and practically forced me to sign a contract forbidding me from contacting him in regards to her, it obliterated me.

Just thinking about it makes me flash back to that day, makes me feel like the scared eighteen-year-old girl I once was.

He was my first. He was my only.

And this past fall he came sauntering back into my life.





[image: ]



 

 


[image: ]



 

I gather the dishes and set them into the sink, waving off Ava when she insists I don’t need to wash them. “You guys cooked, it’s the least I can do.”

I’m not entirely sure what I think of the look of surprise she gives me, but then again there are usually way more people here and the kitchen is too crowded for me to help tidy up. It strikes me that my female friends all think I just dick around all the time, which isn’t entirely untrue, but it’s not out of disrespect that I behave the way I do. Not really. I like to think of it as a big middle finger to my father.

Maybe I need to change my tune a little, grow the fuck up. It’s not like he’s impacted by my decisions, and do I want to let him influence me even if it’s to do the opposite of what he told me not to? Maybe it’s time to prove to my friends that I’m more than the football player who likes one night stands. Their opinion of me is more important than the jackass who paraded me around like a trophy for eighteen years.

Once I’m done in the kitchen, Ava and Peyton lay out a ton of art supplies while Dax and I go into the living room to play Halo 4. It doesn’t take long until he’s kicking my ass. My head is not in the game, a shitty day weighing on me.

When I spoke to my brother this afternoon, all I heard about for twenty minutes was how he ran into his bitch of an ex, Johanna, and she didn’t even ask about Natalie. I could hear how torn up he was about it, even though she hasn’t made any efforts in a year and a half. Then to top it off my controlling, pain in the ass father called to interrogate me about my summer plans which he promptly tore to bits saying I am wasting my time.

Thankfully, I don’t give a rat’s ass what he thinks because he is the worst kind of asshole. A rich son of a bitch who looks at his sons as status symbols. I see him maybe twice a year, and it’s more than enough.

Scrubbing my hands over my face, I start another round. My game is a little better, but by the time we’re done, I’m slamming my fingers on the button to start another game after losing. “Fuck.”

Maybe I should have stayed home tonight, but Jaden is studying and I am not in the mood to be alone. Sighing when I lose yet another round, I toss my controller to the side and get up to grab a soda from the kitchen. Ava and Peyton glance up at me, clearly wondering why I’m having a meltdown. My hair standing on end from running my fingers through it, a scowl on my usually smiling face.

Handing Dax a drink as I pass, I drop back onto the couch and crack the top.

“Dude, where’s your head at tonight?” He sets his controller on the couch with a pointed look, opening the soda. One of Andie’s cats crawls all over him, kneading his legs with its tiny paws until he scratches its chin.

“Nowhere, I’m fine.” That’s a lie, and he knows it.

“Whatever. You know we all see through it, but no one’s gonna force you to talk, even if I could.” He smirks. It’s true, Dax is kind of a scary ass dude, until you see him with Ava and her son, Noah, then he turns into a pile of goo.

“My dad was being a pain in the ass today.” That barely scratches the surface, but it’s the easiest one to go with. Dax understands having a jackass of a father. His was scum. Mine will just do whatever it takes to keep up appearances, regardless of who it hurts.

I still remember when I was stuck on the bench in my first season of football. Despite the fact it had nothing to do with my skills, I was forced to go through extra hours of training until I was on the field. That’s just the way he is. It’s not what’s best for everyone else, it’s what’s best for his appearance to everyone watching.

Dax arches a brow as I sit there stewing. I don’t want to spend the rest of my evening talking about my feelings with Dax, so I go to a tried and true distraction.

“How’s Noah enjoying Disneyland?” The subject change works as expected. His face lights up, and he starts filling me in on everything Noah has done so far.

Tearing my napkin into pulp, I listen with half an ear. Sometimes I wish I could be someone else. Or at least not always be the guy people expect me to be.

Yeah, I’m good at football. Sure, I can pick up as many chicks as I want. But sometimes I wish people saw more to me. I wish they saw the guy who loves his niece more than anyone. Or knew about my blog and my passion for writing.

I guess they would if I allowed them to, but in my experience letting people know you too well opens you up to manipulation—case in point, my father—or to heartbreak—like my brother. Everyone sees what I want them to see, I wish there was a way to create a friendship with someone who doesn’t know me personally, but could know all of me.

I wonder what it would be like.

“Has anyone talked to Nella today?” Ava and Peyton come in from the kitchen, covered in paint.

“I ran into her on my way up here. She was going to her sister’s house for the weekend.” Thinking about Nella makes me frustrated for a whole different reason.

She’s been one of the few women who won’t succumb to my charms, which I like. But I wish she would at least talk to me. We share a circle of friends, and I’ve done nothing to warrant her cold shoulder. I’m nice to her, I’m courteous, and I haven’t flirted outrageously with her, despite how attracted I am to her. I just don’t get what her problem is.

Thinking about Nella causes that odd feeling I have every time I see her to resurface. It’s that feeling you get when you see someone and you feel like you should know who they are. I can’t shake it, but I’ve wracked my brain and still can’t identify where I might know her from.

I never went to school with anyone named Nella Anderson, but I feel like I knew her before coming here. There is something about her that reminds me of someone, but I can’t pinpoint who. It’s frustrating as hell when you can’t shake that vibe. Even more frustrating is that she won’t talk to me long enough for me to bring it up in conversation.

She’s under my skin. I just feel like if I wasn’t the guy I pretend to be, I might get somewhere with her, but at this point she wouldn’t feel like it was genuine.

“Oh yeah. She goes there every weekend.” Ava nods. “She sticks around here if we have game night or whatever, but prefers to go home on the weekends.”

“I didn’t know she had a sister.” I down the rest of my soda, letting out a loud belch.

Peyton and Ava roll their eyes as Dax chuckles.

“She keeps her family stuff pretty close to the cuff, even more than Andie did. All we know is she has a sister that she visits. Not much else.” She shrugs, but my curiosity is even more piqued.

Who is this woman I can’t stop thinking about? Why do I feel like I know her from somewhere? If I was into all that spiritual crap, I would think we had met in another life, but I’m positive it’s from this one.

I head out after losing another game to Dax, my cell vibrating with texts from my usual booty calls, but tonight I’m just not feeling it. Truth be told, it’s been a while since I’ve felt like a random hookup. With a sigh, I scan through the messages but don’t bother replying. Instead, I hike across campus to the apartment I share with Jaden.

The night air is humid, making the evening chill a little more frigid than typical for this time of year. The campus is eerily quiet, most of the students gone for the summer.

Back home, I lock the door behind me before sliding off my shoes and peering into the living room. Jaden is passed out on the couch, his glasses askew on his face. I take them off and put them on the coffee table before he busts another pair. I don’t bother trying to wake him up, I just shut the lights off and make sure his phone isn’t dead in case he needs to get up in the morning. Jaden keeps weird hours sometimes, and I never know when I will wake up to an empty apartment.

Feeling my way down the dark hallway to my bedroom, I close the door behind me, relieved by the solitude of my room. My laptop sits open to the latest blog post I’ve been working on.

My blog, cjtalks, is about student life at Parkland. I typically write about student hacks that make life easier, upcoming events, or contests that are happening around campus. Lately, I’ve also been posting random opinions about different places I’ve been. Reviewing anything and everything from ski hills to restaurants. Rarely, I post something personal, but since no one knows it’s me I feel like it’s a safe place to vent.

I read through my post, making some tweaks, and then upload it onto my Tumblr page.
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